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"I am Professor Lorenz of the Ministry for Art and Culture at Warsaw. I would be glad to be of service to the great poet. May I visit him?"
He and Paul agreed upon a time for the visit.
Professor Lorenz kept his word.
The afternoon with him was one of the most pleasant ones during this summer of uncertainty. Hauptmann was in considerably better health, due to the warm weather and the rest that he had enjoyed. He was tanned and more vigorous and happier—though somewhat quieter— than before. He worked on the New St. Christopher every day.
His Polish guest, who was from Galicia* and spoke faultless German with an Austrian intonation, told about Polish performances of Haupt-mann's dramas in Lemberg, Warsaw, and Cracow.
Hauptmann had a series of aphorisms read aloud, some of those he had been accustomed to jotting down in his little notebooks all his life: diary entries, satirical epigrams, or commentaries in verse. One of the aphorisms, written in April, 1945, was dedicated to the apollonian-olympian—and therefore entirely false—concept of Goethe that characterized bourgeois Idealism. He called it Plunder (RUBBISH):
Die Welt ist zu blutig und zu dumm,
Wir kommen um diesen Punkt nicht herum**
Another of these versified comments included the outcry:
Betdubung ist mein Leben^ A third affirmed laconically:
Was Geist auf dieser Erde war 1st ermordet ganz und gar.#
The old man was concerned with describing his own spiritual condition "in the ruins of a world" (Hans von Hiilsen).
The professor seemed touched by it. "You are so bitter, my dear Doctor!" he said softly. "Germany's fate is hard, but then—it is not undeserved. Think of the atrocious things that were done to my people. They are incontestable facts . . ."
After that no one spoke for quite a while. Finally Hauptmann said just as quietly as his guest, "Humane feelings have disappeared."
With a gesture he stopped his guest from speaking. Then he said hesitantly but with a definiteness that could not be ignored, "I—professor—am interested—in the fate—that's intended—for this land here . . ."
Professor Lorenz was ill-at-ease and said nothing for awhile. "Our government hopes to get it," he said finally. "But it depends upon the
*A part of Poland that belonged to Austria before World War I.
**The world is too bloody—we've found that out / and  man  is  too  stupid—
without a doubt! fMy life is stupefaction! #A11 the spirit there was on earth / Is dead, is murdered—and hence the dearth.